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What canst thou say?
You will say, Christ saith this, and the apostles say this: but what canst thou say? Art thou a child of Light and 
hast thou walked in the Light, and what thou speakest, is it inwardly from God?                          —George Fox

A TIME OF CELEBRATION

by Mariellen Gilpin

My uncle Ralph Hall was a Presbyterian missionary to 
the cowboys of the Southwest. When he rode into a group of 
cowboys, he simply asked if they needed an extra hand. They 
always did, and for a few days he worked as hard as any of 
them. Cowboys lived and worked under brutalizing conditions, 
and were a hard-bitten lot. They frequently gave my uncle the 
meanest horse in the outfit to ride, and after he’d been bucked 
out of the saddle, he’d climb back on the horse and ride it the 
rest of the shift. (The horse’s shift, that is. Cowboys didn’t have 
shifts.) Then one evening he’d go to the foreman and explain 
he was a minister and would like to speak to the boys after 
supper. By that time, the cowboys respected Uncle Ralph as a 
man, and many lives were changed as a result of his ministry.

I grew up in Indiana and didn’t meet Uncle Ralph until I 
was in college. My father was dying of cancer, and my aunt 
and uncle came from New Mexico on the train to help out 
during the last few weeks of my father’s illness. I was very 
angry with my father, who was a compulsive gambler and had 
no medical insurance. I was also angry with my mother, who 
had kept my father in spite of his profligacy. I dropped out of 
college in order to help out with the farm chores and provide 
some financial support to my parents—I got a job in a men’s 
prison. But when my father hadn’t conveniently died before the 
start of the fall semester, I went back to college anyway. It was 
time to get on with my life. I was feeling singularly unlovely 
when Uncle Ralph walked into my life.

The first weekend after my aunt and uncle arrived, I drove 
home from college to meet them. When I arrived Uncle Ralph 
was out doing the chores, so I changed into my barn clothes 
and went to see if I could help. Uncle Ralph was in the hog 
barn when I found him.

I saw him before he saw me. He was squatting to shell an 
ear of corn for some baby pigs to eat. I looked at the piggies. 
They were thriving on the corn, and also on the attention of 
the man who was feeding them. They knew Uncle Ralph liked 

them. I knew from my aunt that Uncle Ralph had never worked 
with pigs before, and I smiled at the incongruity of the cowboy 
boots and ten-gallon hat in an Indiana pigsty. I liked pigs, and 
I liked this man who wasn’t too proud of being a cowboy to 
like them too. Then I spoke, and Uncle Ralph looked up. He 
looked at me with love and joy, and I knew this man walked 
his talk—he was an authentic Christian.

All through the last days of my father’s life, I watched 
Uncle Ralph and the atmosphere of love and joy that surrounded 
him. I wanted what he had. After we buried my father, I never 
saw my uncle and aunt again. I didn’t write to them often, as 
I got married, became a Quaker, went to graduate school, and 
got a job. But I drew comfort knowing that Uncle Ralph was 
somewhere on this green planet with me.

Then Uncle Ralph died. I was again in a difficult time. My 
marriage was on hard times, and I had been let go from my job. I 
was short of cash, unsure of my career direction, and had no job 
prospects. Again I was feeling unlovely. And now Uncle Ralph, 
who had been an anchor, was gone. It was out of the question
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to travel halfway across the continent for his funeral. I decided 
to dedicate the next Sunday’s worship to him. I would have my 
own private memorial meeting for worship.

When I mentioned to God that meeting for worship was for 
Uncle Ralph, I expected to cry. Suddenly there was a clear mes-
sage: Lo, I am with you always. I realized Uncle Ralph wanted 
me to know he was quoting Jesus, and he also was speaking for 
himself. And there was that same atmosphere of love and joy I 
knew from the old days. I was deeply comforted.

A few weeks later my cousin wrote that Uncle Ralph had 
left instructions his funeral service was to be a celebration. And 
Uncle Ralph made sure my memorial meeting, too, was a time 
of celebration. I am deeply comforted.
Ω Mariellen Gilpin is a member of Urbana-Champaign meet-
ing, IL. Chris Fulmer is former clerk of Dallas meeting, TX and 
Ralph Hall’s granddaughter.

THANK YOU, GOD, FOR ALL OF IT
by Jennifer Elam
Where can I go from your Spirit?
Or where can I flee from your presence?
If I ascend into heaven, You are there;
If I make my bed in hell, behold, You are there.
If I take the wings of the morning,
And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea,
Even there Your hand shall lead me.
If I say, “Surely the darkness shall fall on me,”
Even the night shall be light about me;
Indeed, the darkness shall not hide from You.
But the night shines as the day;
The darkness and the light are both alike to You.
Psalm 139:7–12

The Psalm, and my own experiences of darkness being 
turned into good, leave me with the prayer, “Thank you, God, 
for all of it.” In trying to understand my own experiences of 
God, I listened to the stories of many others. Those stories 
ranged from experiences of awe at the beauty of God in nature, 
to experiences of God that were so intense and overwhelming 
that the person ended up with a diagnosis of mental illness. 
They had experiences for which they could not find frameworks 
or integrate positively until much later. Annie told me as she 
opened to God, she was also opened to early trauma. A similar 
experience happened to Jane following a prayer for complete 
healing. They both said to me their symptoms were part of the 
healing process. I was dumbfounded, taken aback, and asked, 
“Why if this is a healing process, is it called an illness?” I don’t 
yet know the answer to my own question, but this questioning 
has led me to the realization of the possibility of God working 
through anything. It has been liberating. I know that I can do 
my best and God will work through me.

Many others have said to me that they can see clearly in 
retrospect that their hearts were hardened and had to be broken 
open so they could be transformed toward growing in God. 
Like David in the Psalms, it has come clear to me that God is 
available to transform even the darkest night to Light and use it.

In 1993, for about three weeks, I was unable to feel God’s 
presence in my life. It was the first time it had happened. I felt 
alienated and isolated from people as well as God. The words 
that best describe the feeling are the Biblical descriptions of 
hell. Yet, today I look back and see that I learned more from 
that experience than any other in my life. It taught me new 
levels of compassion.

It was in that moment I knew myself capable of any evils 
known to mankind. I knew I was no better than anyone else, 
and it is only by grace that I lead a gifted life. It was a moment 
that gave me a glimpse of Divine compassion. I seek to live a 
life of compassion. Years of uncertainty about how that looks 
in the world have followed, but I am committed to listen and 
to live on the path where God has sent me.

I know that God can take any experience and any mistake 
I make, and turn it into good. I am grateful for all of life that 
comes my way (and am often unable to see the gift in the 
moment). It takes all of it for the richness and wholeness to 
emerge.

Ω Jennifer Elam is a member of Berea (KY) Friends 
Meeting and has sojourned in PA for the past six years. She is 
a licensed psychologist and has written a book, Dancing with 
God through the Storm: Mysticism and Mental Illness, which 
can be ordered from jenelam@aol.com.



3 August 2003What Canst Thou Say? 

community we also lose our sense of alone-ness. We experience 
the oneness of all, which is a high spiritual experience.

Spiritual challenge and learning is in every small part of 
life. Why would I need to concoct some spiritual exercise or 
discipline if I could not even do the disciplines life asks? Like 
flossing my teeth regularly. Like eating moderately, for the 
eternal values of both health and beauty. Not denying the gods 
of the world, and yet using things with awareness and care.
There is nothing noble about any of us becoming an unnecessary 
burden while we save 
the rest of the world. 
We are each responsi-
ble for ourselves, first 
of all. The discipline 
of healthy, effective, 
happy living are often 
more than most people 
want; perhaps the dis-
cipline of religion is 
an escape from the 
disciplines we should 
be facing!

Life is already full 
of Zen koans. Who has 
not experienced something they did not understand? Where does 
this not-understanding take us? It stills the mind and frees us to 
be again in the present moment with the Presence that breathes 
us. All Mystery is sacrament. We can write confusing stories 
for spiritual enlightenment if we want, but we could also just 
relax into the confusion that’s already here and let it carry us 
into stillness and Presence.

I particularly love the smallest acts of life. Making my bed 
in the morning feels especially perfect: it’s such a simple act 
that I can wrap my whole being around it and do it perfectly, 
yet it has so little goal that I can also be aware of myself while 
I do it. Bed-making is so gentle. I could almost imagine doing 
this all day long—making beds, cleaning sinks, scrubbing 
carpets, experiencing bliss, joy, peace, wholeness as a motel 
maid. Driving in traffic—a perfectly demanding spiritual task. 
Forgiveness, non-judgment, letting go of goal-obsessing, going 
with the Unexpected—I’m so grateful for the rigorous daily 
spiritual exercise of driving in traffic.

I try to meet the silence of my cat and of the houseplants, 
the emptiness of rational mind, being together without use of 
words. Again without using thought, I am in relationship with 
my giant oak and maple. All these presences, my non-rational 
sisters and brothers, help me feel the unseen Force of which 
my life is a part, and help me feel the present moment without 
analysis.
Ω Marti Matthews is a member of Northside Meeting, Chicago. 
She has written a book, Pain: The Challenge and the Gift.

IN DEFENSE OF THE SPIRITUAL PRACTICE OF 
FLOSSING TEETH
by Marti Matthews

One day I reported joyous news to my spiritual counselor: 
after perhaps a year of effort, I had finally gotten myself firmly 
into the habit of flossing my teeth at night. My spiritual direc-
tor looked at me quizzically and said something like, “Great! 
(pause) But what have you been doing spiritually of late?”

I was taken aback, actually silenced. I had been thinking 
this was a spiritual accomplishment. We were not connecting 
here. With effort, I could understand her confusion, and sud-
denly I saw how very different my spiritual path has become; 
how far off the traditional path Life has led me.

It all has its root in a very severe curvature in my lower 
back, which doesn’t show much but rules my life. It is my 
Spiritual Guide. It brings me back to earth when either my spirit, 
imagination, or rational mind is tempted to soar too high. It may 
be my curvature that has also caused me to be abstract—both 
to think philosophically and to reach out into the Universe for 
help. My curvature both pushes me beyond the culture and 
normal life, and then pulls me back into it.

Because of my physical difficulties, I always feel a need for 
help; even standing on my feet seems a bit much for me. I was 
shocked that Brother Lawrence had to work to remember God’s 
presence. I cannot function without that Presence. Perhaps it’s 
because I constantly need the help of this Presence, the Source 
of my Life, that I find the Presence in everything. Thus, all 
of life has a spiritual aspect, and the smallest challenge is an 
opportunity for sacrament. All living is prayer.

I’ve never understood the logic of the many life-denying 
philosophies and religions that value life here only as a step 
to something better or somewhere else, or see life as a punish-
ment. Why do we run from the challenge? Why do I even call 
it a challenge? Life is a wonderful opportunity, and every life 
is a different opportunity. 

Life is a challenge because it can be very difficult. There 
are tasks that both the world outside us and our own bodies 
demand—to find food, get out of pain, bond with others, protect 

ourselves from dangers, resolve 
conflicts by understanding. 
These commands are given to 
us to be the Universal Guide, 
the boot-camp sergeant, the 
novice mistress who will bring 
us to our best. We must find 
work in the community and 
in finding our work we actu-
ally find our place in creation, 
we find our importance, the 
meaning of our life. In finding 
what we have to give to the 
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TWO DOORS
by Joyce Povolny
We open two doors within ourselves
Whenever we pray, “Thy will be done.”
One is to the work of God
In our souls.
And the other is marked “not wholly willing”
As if the prayer brings it out in us
And fear is the key.
The way out is to yield to the first
Thereby obliterating the second
As the rolling ocean overwhelms in perpetual flow
The dryer sand.

Ω Joyce Povolny worked for AFSC in Philadelphia and Japan. 
She is a member of Evanston Meeting, IL.

EVERLASTING LOVE
by Carmen S. Bruce

There is a fallen tree
which, if one passed by too quickly,

one would not see.
She has fallen into the Arms of Another,

her Holy Other,
and there she longs to be . . .

throughout Eternity.
amen

PATIENCE
by Carmen S. Bruce

I drove through a shower
of golden leaves, falling

like fresh winter
snow.

I sat and listened to
the honking geese

migrating overhead.
In the distance, I heard

the buzz of the
Weed whacker motor

and nearby
the sounds of passersby.

In all this motion
Sat I

Learning to wait for the
Butterfly.

Ω Carmen Bruce is a member of Providence meeting, PA. She 
lives as much as possible in the present moment, where she 
writes her poetry.

WHAT SPEAKS TO ME SPIRITUALLY
by Wendy Clarissa Geiger

Over the years my spiritual journey has been moved forward 
by publications that came into my life. Having no television but 
plenty of books in the house greatly influenced me as a child. 
Especially influential were the Sierra Club books and others 
(one being The Family of Man) that were full of photographs 
accompanied by pithy quotations. I would contemplate them by 
the hour, along with books by Kahlil Gibran.

Some friends introduced me to the Seth books by Jan 
Roberts. I also began reading about death and dying, psychic 
phenomena, and reincarnation. While listening to Joan Baez’s 
rendition of “Birmingham Sunday,” I felt the urge to study the 
Civil Rights Movement; and for twenty-three years I have sung 
that song every day or two or three as a centering tool. In child-
hood, I chose to attend meetings for worship instead of First Day 
school. Reading the Bible or other Quaker literature didn’t inter-
est me as much as befriending and studying the lives of people 
who read the Bible or other Quaker literature. Perhaps this is 
why Thomas Merton’s last words resonate with me: “What we 
are asked to do at present . . . is not so much to speak of Christ as 
to let him live in us so that people may find him by feeling how 
he lives in us” (pg. 99, Thomas Merton: A Pictorial Biography, 
by James Forest; Paulist Press, New York, 1980).

James Forest also wrote a pamphlet called “Thomas Merton’s 
Struggle with Peacemaking” (Pax Christi, 814-453-4955). Like 
Elizabeth Watson’s lovely book, Guests of My Life, this pam-
phlet is kept close by. I often read it on the way to meeting for 
worship. Applying what I read from it nurtures compassion and 
helps me understand what “love your enemies” means. Daniel 
Berrigan does the same.

The War Resisters League’s (212-228-0450) calendar 
notes anniversaries relevant to the peace and justice movement. 
Birmingham Sunday (September 15th) and the anniversary of 
Thomas Merton’s entrance into the monastery and of his death 
(December 10th) are two holydays I commemorate. On Thomas 
Merton Day, I choose a quotation to carefully study during the 
year and do something special to mark the day. It’s amazing 
what insights come from this practice of holding a quotation in 
the Light for an entire year.

Reading Fellowship magazine (FOR, P.O. Box 271, Nyack, 
NY 10960-0271) gives me treasured hope and inspiration, laugh-
ter and tears. I’ve been Catholic in other lifetimes through the 
centuries, but I’m not to be Catholic this time; so, Quakerdom 
and the Fellowship of Reconciliation are my communities. I 
consider FOR my religious order, and signing its Statement of 
Purpose was making my vows to practice faith-based peacemak-
ing with the assurance offered through FOR’s eighty-five years 
of experience.
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Carolyn Nicholson Terrell (pg. 8, WCTS, November 1999) 
wrote of the profound New Cosmology that the self-named 
geologian, Thomas Berry, describes in The Dream of the 
Earth (Sierra Club, San Francisco, 1988) and that Berry and 
Brian Swimme, a physicist, write about in The Universe Story 
(HarperCollins, New York, 1992). Dominican Sister Miriam 
Therese MacGillis articulates the New Cosmology the best way 
for me to understand—through tapes (Global Perspectives, 800-
221-8897). Listening to her has left me in awe of my body and 
the expanding Universe, has pulled me out of suicidal thoughts, 
and has convinced me I’m a 15-billion-year-old miracle: The 
Universe experiencing being human!
Ω Wendy Clarissa Geiger attends Jacksonville, FL, Meeting. 
She receives great joy from singing folk songs and writing let-
ters to family and friends.

WILL THEE PRAY WITH ME
by Tom Baugh
Reprinted from Quaker Life, January/February 2003
It has been many years now—
almost a decade has passed.
I don’t remember where,
but scientists, technicians, resource managers all
gathered from throughout the Southeast.

It was the style then to travel on the weekend
in order to begin our meeting fresh.
I traveled with the rest, reluctantly, to somewhere
  in the Carolinas
to gather for evening meal on a Saturday in spring.

Speaking of things lost when away from home
at table I spoke of missing First Day Meeting.
Across from me, a quizzical eyebrow raised,
“You must be Quaker,” he said and I nodded.
“One of my lads is Quaker, I’ll tell him you’re here.”

A coastal Carolina First Day Morning
and a line passing in front of food-laden trays
of steaming eggs, and toast, and grits.
A hand on my shoulder and a soft voice that said, 
“Good morning, Friend,” and asked,
“Will thee pray with me?”

Ω Tom Baugh is a biologist/ecologist who, with his doll-maker 
wife Penny (www.happenstancedesigns.com), works to live 
lightly on the land and in unity with the fullness of Creation.

A QUAKER MEETING IN MOSCOW
by Kent R. Larrabee  Revised and updated from article in 
Quaker Life, 1983.

The idea of a Quaker meeting in Moscow had never 
occurred to me prior to a spiritual vision which came to me in 
my hotel room in Moscow, Russia. Never had I heard anyone 
talk about a meeting in Moscow or anything remotely related.

In February, 1982 I was at a point in my life when I was free 
of other responsibilities, so I joined a group for the European 
and Russian part of a walk to Moscow. During the six months 
I walked through Europe, and especially during the two weeks 
I was in Russia, I was increasingly aware of the miracle of 
human life and the sheer beauty of men, women and children. 
This awareness was accompanied by the realization that these 
people were carriers of the Spirit of God at the most critical time 
in the history of human civilization. Perhaps it was because I 
was talking to people every day about the possibility of nuclear 
war that feelings of great sadness and deep compassion kept 
overtaking me.

If we were to be saved from the impending holocaust, it 
would be a miracle of Divine intervention that reordered our 
lives along radical new extensions of our faith. Our motivation 
had to be from a deep spiritual place, requiring great humility 
and a continual experience of the Living Presence—the flow 
of the Holy Spirit through and through, strengthening and 
guiding us.

Toward the end of my time in Moscow, I woke in the 
night as if nudged by a force beyond myself. In the faint light, 
shapes, dimly outlined, took on meaning—a white shirt draped 
haphazardly over the door became a man bent over penitently. 
I felt it was the figure of Jesus. The nuclear sword of Damocles 
hung over our heads. Our hearts beat in agony for the survival 
of men, women and children everywhere.

The tears came and, through my tears, God seemed to be 
saying, “Help build a Quaker Meeting in Moscow. Let it be a 
witness to the pure love and the Presence in the universe that 
heals our madness and brings reason and hope, with feeling and 
compassion, to a war-torn world.”

I lay there scared. I was a day and a half from flying home 
to retirement, a safe rest among friends and a familiar environ-
ment. Oh God, what was this anyway? Why me? Were you 
really calling me? If there were to be a bridge of friendship 
and understanding between our two countries there had to be 
something on the Russian side to anchor it—a Quaker meeting 
for worship through which the power of the living God could 
flow, empowering all who partook of that communion, that 
baptism, to be a fearless witness for peace, and all the things 
that make for peace—caring, trust, sharing, compassion, love.

I tried to dismiss the vision, but the Divine prodding per-
sisted. A friend helped me to see that I did not necessarily have 
to be the one to carry it out, but I had a clear responsibility to
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share the vision and then to wait in the silence to see if it took 
root within the body of Friends. Over the years since this vision 
several Friends meetings have been organized in Russia.
Ω Kent Larrabee is a member of Mount Holly meeting, NJ. 
He is a retired social worker and a longtime peace advocate.

QUAKER SUNSET
by K. R. Maddock
1
These vermillion clouds
colour a horizon green and blue
with gray fading into golden hues,
the earth’s breath sighs
of days when people walked
and talked and even loved
upon its broad terrain
of heart-felt happiness and pain.

The sunlight settles into night—
westward springs the harvest moon,
like a soul awakening
in search of an eternal resting place,
borne on an ocean of darkness,
in search of light.
2
An inner light
sets or dawn-springs in the heart
when earth and sky
unite in the sublimity
of nature’s hard-won harmony
of storm and stillness,
darkness and light.

The sunset in your hair,
the moonlight shining in your eyes
these eternal colours
of the moment radiate
from the light within
to the promise of eternity.

Ω © K. R. Maddock. Keith is a member of the Toronto (Ontario) 
Monthly Meeting, and a frequent contributor to The Canadian 
Friend, Friends Journal, and Quaker Life.

VISION
By Martin Cobin

Sunday morning. I walk through wetlands on the school 
grounds, cross the street, enter the Friends Meeting House, take 
my place in the circular worship room. Some Friends are already 
here, seated opposite the large windows looking out upon green 
trees and low foothills of the Rocky Mountains, white clouds 
in blue sky beyond. I sit in silence, my back to the windows. 
I hear the creak of the wooden benches, giving witness to the 
presence of fellow worshippers. Soon, thoughts of summer go, 
inner and outer tensions leave, slowly I center down.

A vision comes. A high wall with ladders of various lengths, 
some perhaps long enough to scale the wall if raised and place 
against it. Nothing more.

In the silence, I feel no motivation to share this vision. I do 
feel moved, when the worship period concludes, to find a place 
on the grass where I look up at the sky, reinforce my sense of 
spiritual communion. I contemplate the vision.

Beyond my reach
behind a barrier I yearn to cross
although I have no certain knowledge
of what awaits me
there is a land of peace and love and beauty
where need exists only to be satisfied.

Dreams sustain me, remind me
of a possible if not a now.

Where do I find the ladders
that will let me scale the walls?

“In all people,” George Fox told us.
Can I find it in all people?
In my wife’s embrace,
the laughter of a child,
the gurgle of a baby,
the potential I accept on faith
as being present
even in those I would despise
if I could not distinguish
evil from the doer of evil?

Where are the ladders?
Will I have the strength to lift them?
Ω Martin Cobin is a member of Boulder Friends Meeting 
CO. His writings have been published by Pendle Hill, Friends 
Journal, Friends Bulletin, and Quaker Life.
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SIMPLY OBSERVE
by Philip Rizzo

J. Krishnamurti was born a Hindu. As a boy he was selected 
by the leaders of Theosophy to train as a spiritual leader. He 
surprised them when he renounced the leadership role they had 
given him and essentially went his own way.

In some respects his ideas are radical but they have helped 
me immeasurably. One teaching is that there is no path to one-
ness but your own. Neither organized religion nor gurus can 
guide you to true inner peace. So I have taken responsibility 
for my spiritual life in a way that is right for me.

The teaching that I find most useful is his suggestion that we 
simply observe ourselves, our thoughts, our behavior, the way 
we are in the world, in a dispassionate way, neither condemning 
ourselves nor patting ourselves on the back. This has helped 
silence the little critic on my shoulder. What a blessing! If I 
catch myself beating up on myself I simply default to looking 
at the situation as he suggests. Not only is it practical in terms 
of emotional comfort but there is something larger that goes on 
that I cannot define but I know helps me. Perhaps this approach 
is a reminder of the role of the divine in our lives.

His main message is, wake up, become conscious, enjoy 
life.
Ω Phil Rizzo recently became a member of Orange Grove meet-
ing, Pasadena, CA, because he couldn’t sing well. (He was told 
not singing well was a requirement.)

ENCOURAGEMENT FOR THE JOURNEY
by Helen Huber

After reading Barbara Dewey’s book As You Believe, one 
morning just as I was waking up I became afraid the creating 
cosmos was unimaginably violent and destructive. I could not 
avoid recognizing this fear as belonging to me and I spontane-
ously acknowledged it, come what would. Instantly I received 
the sense “not to worry—the explosiveness is also, simultane-
ously, a celebration, an awesome outpouring of exuberance.” 
Then I immediately sensed I had the ability to choose whether I 
would align with the Power as destructive or as benevolent and 
creative. If I chose the benevolent aspect or perceived the Force 
as basically good, celebrative, joyful, then my path through 
life would weave its way through, around or over the places 
that would cause suffering and injury if I were not protected or 
saved by such alignment.

Aligning with the benevolent aspect of Power makes you a 
Christ, a co-creator with the gods and angels of peace and mercy. 
Those moments when you choose (wittingly or unwittingly) to 
align with the divisive, unwholesome, violently cruel aspect of 
the Power, you co-destruct with the devils of war and injustice, 
greed and hate. You enter the fold of the Destroyer when you 
so much as lift a finger to help the side that is operating under 

the illusion of separation, under the false belief in ‘me or you’ 
rather than the truth of ‘you and me.’”

The Power is neither malevolent nor benevolent but takes 
on the meaning that we assign to it, or perceive it to be. We 
have violence as occurring by random happenstance, or as full 
of meaning and divine purpose. In other words, life has the 
meaning or non-meaning that we choose to ascribe to it. How 
we perceive it determines the kind of life we will create for 
ourselves to experience. If we want a good life, an abundant 
life, a joyful life, we need to perceive a meaningful, purposeful, 
celebrative, creating cosmos.

To perceive the cosmos as wild, unruly, operating in care-
less abandon, devoid of care, devotion, reverence for any part 
of itself is to invite despair, hopelessness, and suicide. On the 
other hand, to perceive the cosmos as being orderly, disciplined, 
and the whole caring for each and every part in a tremendously 
wondrous demonstration of control, balance, exuberance, is to 
invite awesome wonder and appreciation and to court participa-
tion as a co-creator.

I confess I have no choice but to choose to perceive the 
observable and experienceable as wondrous, fascinating, awe-
inspiring, mysterious and ever challenging. It often causes a 
sense of supreme joy and thanksgiving for being a conscious 
part of it all.

Ω Helen Huber is an artist who tries to pay attention to 
the present moment. She has been encouraged in this by the 
Universe and in turn tries to encourage others.

Periodicals with Spiritual Themes
Befriending Creation. Friends Committee on Unity With Nature. 
Six issues/year for $20. Ruah Swennerfelt, 179 N. Prospect 
Street, Burlington, VT 05401. (802) 658-0308. Spiritual and 
ecological concerns. fcun@fcun.org

Call to Action News, Church Watch, Spirituality/Justice 
Reprint. Three quarterlies. Call to Action, 2135 W. Roscoe, 
Chicago, IL 60618. (773) 604-0400. cta@cat-usa.org. Liberal 
Catholic thought and action. Dispels stereotypes about 
Catholics.

EarthLight: Magazine of Spirituality and Ecology. Unity of 
Nature Committee of Pacific Yearly Meeting. Four issues/year. 
111 Fairmount Ave., Oakland, CA 94611. www.earthlight.org 
addresses the environmental crisis from an awareness that it is 
a crisis of the human spirit.

Friendly Woman. Four issues/year. Essays, poetry and illus-
trations by Quaker women. 2704 Fort Scott Drive, Arlington, 
VA 22202. ddhr@msn.com

Our Apologies if your copy of the May issue arrived wrinkled 
or not printed well. We’re trying to do better.
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In This Issue:
Celebration/Thanksgiving

Please write for WCTS
What Canst Thou Say is a worship sharing group in print. 

Its richness comes from the generous sharing of readers with 
one another. Articles of 350 to 1500 words can be submitted 
by e-mail to pmcbee@juno.com. By submitting electronically 
you save your volunteer editors the work of retyping your 
manuscript. If you cannot send by e-mail please send a disk, 
in Microsoft Word or generic text format, or your paper copy 
to WCTS, 818 W. Columbia, Champaign, IL 61820. Thanks!

UPCOMING ISSUES
November 2003: HEALING
GUEST EDITOR: Judy Lumb
Healing may be accompanied by a sense of the presence of 
the Spirit. Sometimes the body isn’t healed but the spirit is. 
Sometimes healing isn’t about physical illness. Have you or 
someone you know been healed by prayer or other spiritual 
practice? Share your story of healing with readers of WCTS. 
DEADLINE: AUGUST 15, 2003

February 2004: ON BEING OPEN AND TENDER
EDITORS: Jennifer Elam with Patricia McBee
Sometimes when one’s heart and soul are opened to Spirit, a sen-
sitivity emerges that makes it difficult to function in mainstream 
culture. Perhaps one is overwhelmed by the stimuli of going to 
malls, or watching or reading the news is excruciatingly painful. 
How do we tenderly honor our openness and sensitivity? How 
do we open and close in ways that help us remain functional 
in our world? Please share with other readers of WCTS your 
experiences of being open and tender and your discoveries of 
how to be open without being overwhelmed.
DEADLINE: NOVEMBER 15, 2003 

May 2004: GUIDANCE
EDITOR: Kathy Tapp
Guidance may come in response to a quandary spoken or unspo-
ken, conscious or unconscious. It may come when we haven’t 
invited it. It may come as an inner knowing, through the words 
of a friend, through synchronistic events, through dreams, or 
through other nudges that help us know we are being led. We 
invite you to explore moments of guidance in your life. What 
has been helpful to you in seeking guidance, recognizing guid-
ance and discerning its truth? 
DEADLINE: FEBRUARY 15, 2004


